WATE'R      UNDER      THE      BRIDGES
CHAPTER XV
AT Mudania it had been agreed to hold as soon as possible a
A\ Conference at Lausanne between the British, French, and
-*• •** Italian Governments on the one hand, and the Turkish Govern-
ment on the other, to discuss all the questions at issue between us; or,
what it really amounted to, the revision of the Peace Treaty of Sevres.
If we had been wise enough to adopt a similar procedure in respect of
the Treaty of Versailles as well as of those with Hungary and Bulgaria,
the situation in Europe might be very different to-day. But we did
not, and I suspect that a far-seeing Providence knew better than we
did what was best for us in the end. Be that as it may, the Sevres
Treaty with Turkey was totally revised at Lausanne, and subsequent
events have proved the wisdom of that revision, unpalatable though
it seemed at the moment to many people and in particular to tie
large British colony in the Levant.
Nor was any time lost in completing the arrangements for the
holding of the Lausanne Conference, which actually met about the
2oth of November 1922. Lord Curzon himself was the chief British,
delegate, with Sir Horace Rumbold as his second in command. The
British delegation was an extremely powerful one, particularly as
Lord Curzon took with him that incomparable pair, Sir Eyre Crowe
and, as he was then, Sir William Tyrrell, who so long as they worked
together in the Foreign Office made that Department the most admir-
ably run and most competent Ministry for Foreign Affairs in the
world. Rumbold also took with him his principal Turkish adviser,
Andrew Ryan, of whose prescience and ability I have written earlier
in this book, and who was to become a delegate himself during the
second half of the Conference. I was left behind in Constantinople
as acting High Commissioner. I felt very lonely and inadequate as
the tram steamed out of Sirkedji station with all the three High
Commissioners and Ryan on board it. A few months before an
entry in my diary had been, "Alas! I am forty, but thank Heaven
I don't look it." That evening it was, as I remember well, though all
my diaries are now in Switzerland and I may never see them again,
"Four-square to the winds that blow."
There was good reason for my uneasiness. The situation in
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